A NEW IRISH SONG, 


INTITLED AND CALLED 
THE TREATY OF COMMERCE, 


To the Tune of—-+ BALLYTNANMON IoRA.“ 


ROTH Mr. John Bull, y*are a pretty Mile Coo 
Oh! what do you think of us Volunteers now? 


Sure I told you, the Work we kick'd up in the State, 
Before it was finiſh'd, wou'd all be complate. 
With my Ballynamoniora, Ballynamoniora, Ballynamoniora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me. 


Troth I ſaid now laſt Year, if you'd call it to mind, 


What we left you S re we wou'd not lave behind, 
And was'nt I right now, by Hook or by Crook ? 
For all that «ve A you, is all that ve ook. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c, 
But twas deadly good natur'd in you to lay down, 
With the Wrongs of our Trade, all the Rights of your own, 
"Twas a mighty home Stroke of magnanimous Pride, 
To brake your own Backs for the Thorn in our Sue. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
Oh! like Fools, we deſpair'd that our Terms wou'd go down, 
Or ſuch ſharp Propoſitions be ſweet to the Crown; 
Then how plaſing to ſee your proud Stomachs ſo fall, 
When we'd thro:vz em up nf that you fevaliorved them al!, 
Batlnanoniora, &c. &c. 
Sure I hard Maſter Orde now relate in his Place, 
All your bountiful Gifts of Tuperfluous Grace; 
Jaſus ! how we all ſtar d, while he empty'd his Sconce, 
To find ſuch a big Bag of Bleſſiugs at once, 
' Ballynamoniorn, &c. &c. 
Oh the brave Britiſh Subject ! his Looks were ſo ſwert! 
When he lay'd down your Caſc and your Trade at our Feet: 
And the Comments he made too, the wiſe little Elf! 
To ſhew us that Britain's no Friend to Herſelf, 
Ballynamoniora, &c, &c. 
Troth, it plas'd him, he ſaid, cou'd a Briton ſay more? 
That the Trade of your Country wou'd ſhift to or Shore, 
And that Britain's Diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 
The good Tidings he brought us would finiſh the Blow. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
Then he ſaid, *twas contriv'd too by Part of the Gitt, 
That without Iriſh Linens ye can't make a ſhift ; 
Troth now Ladies and that's a good Meaſure for you, 
When the Linex comes over the Yard*ll come too. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
Now, we took it moſt kind, that your Ruler of State, 
Who they ſay has no Parts, but the Parts in his Pate, 
Shou'd for Female Commodities open a Door 
And let freely the great 1riſh Staple come o'er. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
”Twou'd have bother'd my Head now, the Words he ler 
fall, 
When ye gave us ſo much, ye gave nothing at all | 
But in Dublin I hard his Interpreter ſwear, 
That nothing in England means every thing there. 
: Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
But your Miniſter ſays, now we've got all we can, 
The Two States muſt be join'd on a parmanent Plan ; 
By my Soul he's a Joiner of notable Caſt! 
Who looſens all Ties now, to join us more faſt. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c, 
And he ſays when all Duties and Drawbacks are paid, 
That the Navy will want what we make by out Trade ; 
Troth ſhe will, want it all, now he's right on that Scor*, 
And ſhe'll cant it, God help her, for ever and more. 
Ballynamoniora, &c. &c. 
If you Wiſh now to know how our Cards we have play'd, 


Why we took up our Clabs, and we threw down our Spade; 


So ye dealt us all ums now for that very Ting, 
And ſo Pam became civil as cue as the King. 
The Treaty of Commerce for me, 


